Through richest Ind in search of trade to travel
and leave unbought what myrrh, what gems they
sell;
thirstless to haunt cool springs; let flowers unravel
their sweetest perfume and forbear to smell;
to woo fair ladies, something more than civil,
and yet love's torch and arrow to repel,
though in the midst of beauty, is the devil,
believe me, sweet, or a bad miracle*
That way lies madness*   And if it be truth
that, drawing near it, we are warmed with fire,
even as hands must freeze with ice and snow,
then it must follow in your floral youth
your heart, if not with consummate desire,
at least with some bright particle must glow*